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HELSINKI, February 26th, 1940

JL O-DAY has been a day of air-raid alarms in
Helsinki. The first came at about noon. I heard the sound
of anti-aircraft fire and what I thought were bombs falling
in the distance, but nothing about bombs has yet been
confirmed. Nor has a rumour that a Russian plane was
shot down.

I had just reached the Finnish Broadcasting House when
the next alarm came. It was just about a quarter-past two.
I went down to the basement and sat in the little emergency
studio for a while, expecting to start my talk at any
moment, but in the end the engineer came in and said that
as the lines between Helsinki and Lahti were down it would
be impossible to give the talk until later in the evening.

So I went and had a belated lunch, then a talk with a
Swiss journalist who has a room on the top floor of the
hotel here. We were in the middle of a discussion about
the Isthmus campaign when the next alarm sounded. We
were getting a bit tired of them by this time, so we paid no
attention to it and went on talking until, suddenly, we
heard the drone of aeroplane engines right overhead. We
ran downstairs and got out into the street just in time to
see the most amazing sight.
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